
The TrugedieO) 

*A». Cofin fare wel.vvhat p.i elence mull not know* 

From where you doe renuine let paper fliew. 

Mar, My Lord,no leaue take 1, for t will ride 
A* farre as land will let me by your fide. 

Gaunt. Oh to what purpofc doeft thou hoard thy wordl # 
That thou returned no greeting t;o thy friends? 

Bull. 1 hauc too few to take my leaue of you. 

When the tongues office Ihould ije prodigall. 

To breathe the aboundanc dolor St the heart. 

Gaunt . Thy griefe is but thy ablence for a time. 

Bull. Ioy abfent, griefe is prefent.for that time. 

Gaunt. What is fixe winters?thcy arc quickly gone, 

Bui. T o mess in ioy, but griefe makes one hower ten, 
Gann. Call it a trauaile t hat thou takft for plcafure* 

Sul. My heart will figh when I mifcall itfo. 

Which findcs it an info: ccd pilgrimage. 

Gann. The fallen paflage of thy weary fieps* 

Eftceinc as foyle wherein thouatt to fer» 

The pretious Jewell of thy home returnc. 

Bui. Nay rather cuery tedious ftride I make. 

Will but remember me what a deale of world; 

1 wander from the Jewels that I louc. . vnrr 

Muft Inotfcrue a long apprentilhood, 

T o forreine paflages , and in the end, 

Hauingmy fTcedomc, boaft of nothing clfc. 

But that I wasa journeyman to griefe, 

Gann. All places that the etc of .heauenvifits, 

Are toa wifeman pottes and happie hauc ns; 

Teach thy necefsity to reafbn thus* 

There is no vertue like necefsity, 

Thinke not the King did banifh thee* * 

But thou the King 1 . Woe doth the- hcauier fit,’ 

Wheie it perctiues it is but faintly borne: 

Go, fay] fent thee foorth to purchase honour* 

And not the King exildc thee; or fappofc, 

Deuouring pcrtilencc hangs inouraire, 

And thouast flying to afrcfiier climes 

Look* 













KmjrRkhard thepcend. 

Thclowers.fatrc Ladies, and thy ftcps»no more 
Then a delightful 1 mcafure or a dance, 

F&fenarlingforrow hath lefts power tobitc, 

Thlman that mocks at it, and fets it light. 

Bui. Oh who can hold a tier in his hand. 

By thinking on the frofty Caucafusf 
Or cloy the httogry edge of appetite. 

By bare imagination ofafealti 

Or wallow naked in December mow, • 

By thinking on fantafticke fommers heate . . 

Oh no, the apprehenfion of the good, 

Giues but the greater feeling to the worle: 

Fell forrowes tooth dothneuer ranckle more, 

Then when he bites, but launceth not the foarc. 

Gaun . Come come my fonne he bring thee on thy W ay. 
Had I thy ycuth and caufe.I would not ftay. 

Bui. Then Englands ground farewell, fweet foileadiew. 
My mother and my liurfc that beares me yeti 
Where care 1 wander boaft of this I can. 

Though banilht.yet a true borne Englilh mat). Exeunt, 

Enter the KingttithBuJhie.&-c at tut dart, and the 
Lari *4 uttar le at another. 

King Wedidobferue. Coofen Aumarle, 

How tar brought you high Hereford on his way? 

. Aum. I brought high Herford, ifyou call him fo. 

But to the next high way, and there I left him. 

King And fay, what ftorcof patting tearcswerc mec? 
Aum. Faith none for me, except the Northcaft w’»ndc # 
Which then blew bitterly again!! our faces. 

Awake the fieeping rhewme, and fo by chance 
Did grace out hollow patting with a teare. 
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